
        
            
                
            
        

    
Surrender Ceremony

Anna Ritter


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal.  Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be consenting adults over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover via Shutterstock.

Please be aware that this book includes a lot of fantasy. The acts, images, and characters portrayed in this title are not real. This is a book—a work of fiction—and thus does not include real people. If you are not comfortable with simulated (literary) descriptions of sexual behavior, then you should not purchase or review this book.

First Edition

Binding Books Erotica

©2022

This is a commissioned work. All characters and written plot points originated with the author.


Are you interested in a commission?

Do you have a special story you’d love to see? My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

I’m available for any storyline or fantasy. With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. You can include popular characters, franchises, or something from your personal life.

Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I hold onto the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m definitely your girl.

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I hope to hear from you soon!


Surrender Ceremony

In the near future…

Like so many other women in this position, Allison Carter had carefully considered her outfit. The idea of the ceremony was relatively new. Weddings remained, but this new approach seemed so much more alluring, especially for young women like Allison. Because of the novelty, there weren't any old traditions about what a woman was "supposed" to wear. The basics may have been established, but each woman enjoyed a great deal of leeway and freedom.

Allison made relatively conservative choices for this special day. When she walked down the aisle, surrounded by friends and family, she strode forward in dark red, high-heeled, open toed sandals. Her dress matched, crimson velvet that clung to her body. She also wore a necklace with an obsidian star that sat just above the contours of her cleavage.

Once she made it to the stand at the front of the room, she turned, and she faced her audience. She had two of her best friends on her left and two more on her right. If this had been a wedding, then there would have been a pastor or priest waiting for her. Under this new tradition, Allison waited on her own. But first, she said a few words to her audience.

"Ladies," she began, for the entire audience was female. Yes, the boys would be allowed to attend the reception, but the ceremony was for the women only (with one important exception). "First, I would like to thank all of you for coming. As I look around today, I see my best friends, my family, people who have made this journey so much easier."

Again, the exact words weren't obvious. Allison had gone online and checked for suggestions. Like everything else in the modern era, these ceremonies were routinely recorded. In fact, she smiled just a little bit as she saw some of her friends holding up their phones to record this. Then there was the professional photographer who hovered along the periphery, observant but careful to be unobtrusive.

"When I first met Brandon, I wasn't sure exactly what kind of relationship might develop. He had just been demoted at work, per the new regulations, and I could tell that he was upset about it. But I started to console him. Along the way, I got to know him better. He became my assistant, and something blossomed between us. It has been an incredible journey. But of course, I had questions. Sarah, you helped me decide exactly what I wanted out of a relationship. Mom, you were always there to help me whenever I was worried about what I should do or say. Everyone here, I love you so much, and I'm so grateful that you are here for this momentous occasion."

There. The words were out.

Allison took just a moment, she glanced around at her audience. Yes, they were there for her, but this was a performance too. She knew that some of these ceremonies could become stilted or boring. Sometimes, a woman would step up, and she would drone on and on. Even if those gathered around her just happened to be her best friends and her closest family, they could still get bored. During weddings, this had been an issue for decades, and this new ceremony didn't necessarily fix that potential problem.

"And now, I'm ready to begin." Allison raised her voice, and she straightened her back as she turned down the empty aisle. That's when she called out, "I'm ready to claim my boy."

For this moment, she had chosen a classical piano piece. The musician, seated off in the corner started to play, and the music started out softly. The tempo began to pick up as he appeared.

At first, most of the assembled women had their eyes on Allison, but now they turned. They were curious to see exactly what she had done with her boy.

Up until today, he had been Brandon Fletcher. Before the Female Supremacy Party took over and the culture started to evolve much more quickly, he had been a project manager at a local company. Then the new regulations came down, and he was demoted. He became her assistant, and he had demonstrated a flexibility that Allison admired. But if she was really honest with herself, she loved his face, the contours of his shoulders, the lines of his body, and the way he smiled and laughed at her jokes.

Not only that, this boy knew how to take a spanking when he stepped out of line. So many other guys could be petulant or disobedient. There were lots of men out in the world who couldn't understand why they were alone, especially those who had once been married. In time, they would be picked up, retrained, and taught how to behave. The Female Supremacy Party wouldn't leave them behind. If nothing else, the women who now ran the country understood how potentially malignant these boys might be. It was for their own good that they be retrained; it was also for the good of society overall.

Allison didn't worry about those thoughts as she watched him. He had his hands behind his back. They were cuffed. There was a black, leather collar around his neck, and it matched his slacks. The leather of his belt glistened as he strode forward, in time with the music, but he wasn't alone.

His younger sister, Mina, held onto his leash and guided him forward.

His expression was difficult to read, Allison decided. He wasn't smiling, not exactly. He wasn't frowning, and his expression wasn't cold or detached either. In fact, he looked nervous? Yeah, that was a good word for it, she finally decided. Of course, the women watching took fresh pictures. This moment would appear on multiple social networks. Better yet, dozens of guests would talk about her excellent style and how humble this boy looked.

Humility had become the best trait for any boy to display, and Brandon seemed perfectly content with his new status.

The first part had been easy enough, but now Allison waited as his little sister guided him down the aisle. Soon enough, Mina and Brandon made it to Allison. They stood in front of her for a second, and his little sister lowered her voice, "I'm so glad you decided to claim him."

She leaned over, and the two women hugged. For the moment, Brandon had to stand there with his hands cuffed.

Mina stretched her hand a little bit too far, she yanked him, and he stumbled forward. Ripples of laughter washed over the audience as some of the tension broke.

"Sorry," Mina called out, but the word was obviously directed at Allison, not Brandon.

"It's okay," Allison replied. "It's really okay." From there, she looked right at her boy, and she knew what she had to say next. But in that moment before her lips started to move, she thought of the proposal.

"Is there anything else you'd like me to handle, Miss?" Brandon asked as he stood in front of her desk. The door to her office was open, so Allison expected her assistant to behave professionally.

She heard the rumors about other departments, floors, and entire businesses. Elsewhere across the city, the boys were treated like little more than office toys and pets. They didn't have any real responsibilities except for sexual service. The boys were there to be teased and taunted, especially in offices where they had once reigned supreme. Those were the guys who had been sexist jerks, who had assumed harassment qualified as an appropriate way to deal with women. Since then, they've been stripped naked, collared, leashed, routinely spanked, and constantly humiliated.

Of course, those were the boys who were still allowed to go into the office at all. From what Allison understood, the Female Supremacy Party had successfully reduced the size of the workforce by about forty percent. Professional success had become a female trait. In the meantime, Allison enjoyed her recent promotion, and now she loved having this boy right there in front of her.

Obviously, Brandon wouldn't be trusted with anything significant. Although he had been a project manager, she thought he was better off as an assistant. She had a secretary who handled the really complicated aspects of organizing her schedule and making important choices. This boy, however, could still answer the phone, make copies, fetch her dry-cleaning, bring her coffee, and give massages when she got really tense.

Then there were those moments when Allison became really aggravated. Unfortunately, the arc of history didn't necessarily bend consistently. Her company still had to deal with outside vendors from other countries, places where men retained their rights. They could be incredibly aggravating, so sometimes she needed to spank Brandon. She could punish him for the errors of his gender. Whether those mistakes were historical or contemporary, she would snap her fingers, and he would rush back to the door, close and lock it, and then she would pull down his pants. She would enjoy groping his ass before bringing her hand down hard and fast. After that, he would apologize and grovel.

She loved those moments.

"Close the door," she said.

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. Even so, Brandon scurried back to her office door, he closed it, locked it, and then he turned back to face her. Obediently, he asked, "Where would you like me, Miss?"

"Don't worry," she said. "I haven't had a hard day. In fact, we just secured the Rose Account, so I'm thinking I want to celebrate. I think I deserve a reward. Don't you?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Strip," she ordered. "I want to see my boy naked and down on his hands and knees." At that moment, it wasn't even necessarily about examining his torso, his shoulders, the contours of his neck or his masculine jawline. No, it was more about the power and ease with which she could make these demands. Telling her boy what to do was always so much fun!

By her command, he pulled off his shoes, his socks, his shirt, his belt and his pants. Last, he yanked down his boxers, and she smiled at him when she saw his erection. "Are you hoping that I'm going to use you?"

"It's your prerogative, Miss," he said.

"That's not what I asked you, Brandon," she said.

He swallowed nervously. She loved that as well; Allison couldn't help herself. There was always something so alluring about having a boy like Brandon get nervous in her presence. Yes, she really cared about him, but he aroused something within her. It was more than just sexual desire. It was a predatory instinct she had never even known she possessed, not until the Female Supremacy Party took power.

Like so many other women, she had been tentative about voting for this new organization. Their candidates seemed to spring up overnight, and their platforms seemed absolutely impossible to achieve. Pretty much every political pundit, male and female, conservative and liberal, came to the same conclusion: yes, the Female Supremacy Party seemed to have a surprising amount of wealth, but this was just some kind of fluke. It was some kind of strange dynamic that would burn itself out in a couple of months. A third-party had never been able to take hold in this country, so why would these women prove to be any exception, especially when they actively promoted the disenfranchisement of half of the population? And yet, women started to listen. They began to unify. Dozens of different politicians stepped forward. Some of them defected from the mainstream parties. Others rose up out of obscurity. All at once, something exciting and amazing seemed to coalesce around this new political ideology.

For so long, the country had been torn apart by partisan politics. For too long, leaders had strived for victory rather than anything else. Something needed to be done. Something had to change. While angry guys online kept talking about how nothing could ever really change, these women went to work. They started voting. With half of the population unified behind the Female Supremacy Party and the men divided along traditional lines, the women won. In one election after another, they took control. Each branch of the government was now controlled by these women. And as they achieved more and more, they demonstrated that men had been the problem all along.

"Yes…" Brandon said. He looked nervous for several more seconds, especially when he had his eyes downcast. But then he peeked up at her, and he saw that little smile at the corners of her mouth.

Allison rose from her seat, and she beckoned him forward. He scurried toward her, and that's when she grabbed him. She cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, tilted his head back, and then she kissed him ferociously and passionately. Throughout the day, she had been working hard, so now the excitement tore through that professional façade. She loved the way their tongues could dart against one another, as she kissed him, nibbled on his bottom lip, and made him moan. Not only that, he pushed himself against her, and she savored the outline of his erection as it pressed against her.

She pulled back, and she chuckled, "Do know what I love about boys?"

He tensed himself. Like so many other young men, he had gotten used to the sexist jokes. All across the country, women had defused some of the anxiety from taking control by talking about the silly men who used to be in charge. Her question sounded like the setup for another joke at his expense.

Even so, he was still her assistant. As he addressed his superior, he had to ask, "What do you love about boys, Miss?"

"There's never any question about what you're thinking or when you're aroused." As she spoke, she casually reached down and wrapped her fingers around the outline of his erection. Yes, there were the layers of his boxers and his pants between them, but she started rubbing him. He raised his head, closed his eyes, and he embraced the sensations.

"You like that, don't you, boy?"

"Yes, Miss. Please, please, keep touching me."

"I might, but only if you say yes."

His eyes cracked open, and he looked back at her. Yes? Yes to what? Those unspoken questions lingered on the air even as she continued to rub him. He loved every second of this, it was obviously getting harder and harder for him to think.

Perfect.

Maybe she wasn't playing fair, but Allison didn't care. In so many ways, this was just a formality. She had already talked to his family and secured their permission.

"We've been pretending," she said.

Her boy still didn't understand.

"I take you out, I buy you nice things, and you're still pretending I'm just your girlfriend, just your boss," she said. Allison pressed herself forward, so now his torso pushed against her chest. He must've been able to feel the stiffness in her nipples. And yes, she could've shoved him down to the floor and ridden him hard.

Not yet...not until he gave her the right answer...

"What, what are you saying?" Brandon gasped. It was obvious he was having a difficult time thinking. Poor boy. All of the blood had rushed away from his brain, which only made her chuckle again.

A second later, he asked, "Are you proposing?"

"I'm not interested in a marriage," she said right away. "I don't want to be your wife. I want to be your guardian. That's why I'm demanding a Surrender Ceremony."

Before, marriages were always framed as "proposals," like one party or the other could say no. When it came to the Surrender Ceremony, arguably one of the most important new aspects of a modern woman's life, she didn't make a proposal; no, she made a demand.

And now, she pulled her hand away, and she nudged him back, placed her hands on his shoulders, and she pushed him to his knees. Like an obedient assistant, he had become far more accustomed to his place on the floor. He looked up at her, and it was obvious he didn't know what to do or say.

"But, but I like my job," he said.

"You're a boy. Boys shouldn't have jobs. Boys should be at home, cooking and cleaning and getting ready to serve. Isn't that right, Brandon?"

She was his boss; even outside of the context of their romantic relationship, he had to agree with everything she said. He wasn't a woman, so it wasn't like she would be interested in his opinion. As far as everyone in the office was concerned, he ranged between being a useful helper and a silly bauble.

"Yes, Miss," he answered automatically.

"Then say it."

He gulped, he looked down, and she allowed him a couple of seconds to consider his response. Theoretically, he could have jumped to his feet, run off, given up his job, and surrender any chance for independence or freedom. So far, he had been one of the lucky few boys who had been allowed to keep a professional position. And yet, that could be taken away so easily. He was important, but he was very, very replaceable.

"I surrender to you, Miss."

"Smart boy," she said, and that's when she reported him. Or rather, she claimed him.

Allison shoved him down onto the floor, first she reached into her desk, and she pulled out the handcuffs. She lifted them up, and he gulped nervously. Obviously, they had played with them before, but he had always said he didn't like them. She could understand why; he still had to service her. Only without the use of his arms it became more difficult to maintain his balance.

Tough.

She grabbed his wrists, pulled them behind his back with a confidence she had never felt while men were still allowed to vote. She snapped the cuffs into place, first on his left wrist, then on his right, and then he tugged on those shackles. He had experienced the metal bite before, but he always tested his bonds, like he couldn't help himself. Perhaps it was some kind of instinctive reaction. As an animal, he needed to know the limits of his captivity.

Allison pushed him down onto his back, and she loved seeing him like this.

Naked. Spread out. Helpless.

Her pulse quickened as she straddled him, pushed her hands to his shoulders, and she started kissing him again. At the same time, she drew her touch back down along his biceps to his flanks. She stroked the sides of his buttocks, and she found his cock just seconds later. The angles were awkward, but she didn't mind. She stroked his balls, squeezed his shaft, and reveled in those whimpering, nervous sounds he made. At moments like this, he knew that he was under her control.

But then she pulled away, and he looked up at her. His eyes were shining with something close to excitement now. "I, I will belong to you?"

"You already do," she said.

"But, but you're going to make it official? You will become my guardian? I will become your property?" He stated those terms very clearly, as though he needed to hear them for himself.

"Exactly," she said.

"May I make a request?"

Because he had phrased that so appropriately, she nodded. "Make it quick, sweet boy. I'm very hungry to ravish you." As she spoke, she brushed her fingers down along the side of his face.

"In our relationship, at home at least, we're going to be equals, right?" Nominally, that was supposed to be the new system. Out in public, women wielded all of the power, but that was supposed to be the balancing act. Many politicians within the Female Supremacy Party argued that men had overstepped themselves. They had reached too far, and that had caused so many of society's problems. Instead, these boys needed to go back home. They needed to be protected. As such, there were quite a few families where the women and men could talk about their disagreements.

"We don't need to worry about that right now," she said before she brushed her lips along his mouth. Then she started to gently bite down into his bottom lip, which always made him moan with desire. At the same time, she gave his shaft another squeeze.

"Say it. Say you want to serve me."

"I want to serve you!" Brandon said. Maybe he was still worried about his status in their home. Maybe not. After all, he was a boy, and it was so hard for males to think while aroused.

Allison grinned, jumped to her feet, and she pulled down her panties. She slipped them past her sandals, and then she positioned herself right above his face. Of course, her boy was still down on his back, cuffed and helpless. He straightened his feet, curled his toes, and then he tasted her. She propped her slit along his mouth, and he started to lick, gliding his tongue up and down. He couldn't shift his weight with his arms, not while they were bound.

Even so, he found the right angle, he penetrated her, and she moaned. He could feel the hem of her skirt around his chest, along the top of his head, and he loved that shuttered dark of being beneath her. It felt so right. Maybe he wouldn't admit it, but Allison knew. These boys were so easy to read!

She rode his face, gliding forward and back. She savored the sensations as he continued to lick, lapping his tongue along her sex. Hot pleasure coursed through her body, becoming more intense with every moment. The heat percolated beneath her skin, and she soon cried out.

Maybe this wasn't terribly professional, but she was the boss. Besides, lots of the women at work played with the boys.

Then she drew back, and she looked down into his eyes.

"I'm going to fuck you," she promised.

That's when she shifted her position. She was still on top of him, but she took his shaft in her hand, and she lowered herself down. She had to readjust her skirt, to pull it out of the way, but now she felt the tip of his manhood right there against her opening. Lowering herself down little by little, she savored the way her body relaxed around him, tensing and stretching as she enveloped him. She surrounded him and claimed him.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. I want you to enjoy this. I want you to enjoy this last erection before you surrender to me."

He jerked his head up, his eyes big and frightened. "What, what are you talking about?"

Although Allison could have just closed her eyes and ridden him hard, she decided to speak to her boy, to tell him the truth.

"I got you a present, something very, very special."

"Allison, what did you do?" He used her first name because he couldn't think clearly. This time, she decided to forgive him, especially because it made sense. Of course he would be stressed, especially because he was smart enough to know what she had in mind.

"I bought you a chastity lock!" she cried out.

"What?" Brandon answered, but it was too late. He arched his back and lost control as she squeezed down. The walls of her opening tightened around his circumference, and it felt so intensely pleasurable. The temptation swept through his body, and he lost control at that exact moment. He came hard, thrusting and pumping into her. She rode him, claiming this boy. Now she owned him in private. Soon, she would own him publicly.

Once he was utterly spent, she pulled away, reached back into her desk drawer, and she pulled out the small box. She opened it and placed each of the components right there on his chest. At first, he kept his eyes closed. He was still panting, so Allison couldn't tell if he was just nervous or if the exertions had strained him. Either way, she wiped him down, slid the tube over his flaccid shaft, and then she started to lock him up, piece by piece.

It all ended with a quiet crescendo: click.

He looked up at her.

"And now, I bet you can't wait until your Surrender Ceremony, can you? You're going to be such a good boy for me."

All at once, Brenton must've known there was only one way for him to answer. "Yes, Miss," he said, sounding so sweet, so docile, and so demure, just as a boy should.

His little sister looked at Allison, fully aware that everyone was watching. She exhaled slowly, and then she declared, "Allison Carter, I would like to present my brother for your inspection." From there, she reached back, pulled his belt loose, and she dropped his pants down onto the floor. Obediently, he stepped aside it, slipping free of his restrictive clothing. Now he was naked, in front of all of these women.

He turned back to the assembled crowd, and they saw him locked in his chastity cage. He was still leashed, and he kept his eyes downcast.

Many of the women whispered back and forth about how this was so much better than a wedding.

"This is my brother, and I love him very much, but I know that he needs a firm hand. I'm so grateful that you have decided to claim him as your own, Allison," Mina declared as she followed the script. From there, she reached up, and she removed his collar.

She handed it to Allison.

"Thank you," Allison said. "I promise, I'm going to take excellent care of your brother. I will make sure he is thoroughly trained and completely obedient. He will always know that he's loved, whether that means a hug, a kiss, or a spanking."

His little sister went off script as she chuckled and looked out at the audience, "And you obviously know there other ways to control a boy."

Everyone chuckled too, and there were more whispers. Allison couldn't be sure, but she thought some of the older and more mature women in the audience were smiling or nodding to themselves. These were the women who had needed more time to embrace Female Supremacy. They had grown up in societies where phrases like "boys will be boys," were completely acceptable as a justification for bad behavior. But now, they could see the value of masculine obedience and subjugation. In fact, this was so much better than the way things used to be.

Allison looked down at the collar in her hands. Smooth black leather. Very fine. She admired the craftsmanship, especially the metal clasp and the small lock. It had remained open before, but now she would close it, snapping it shut and binding this boy to her. Their union would be legal, spiritual, sexual, and romantic. All of these thoughts danced through her head in an instant, but then she looked at Brandon. He was blushing. It was so cute!

"On your knees, boy," she said.

He didn't speak. No one expected him to say a word. But then he was down, crouched before her, and she slipped the collar around his neck. She locked it on, clicked it in place, and then it was done. She held up the end of the leash, and she announced, "My name is Allison Carter, and I claim this boy as my own. Brandon Carter now belongs to me."

Fierce and ferocious, she stared out at the audience, almost as though she expected someone to object. No one did. Next, she pulled on his collar, and she drew him back to his feet. That's when she pushed his head back, and she kissed him hard.

“Bring the flame,” she declared next.

Brandon peeked up at her, his brows furrowed with confusion.

Her best friend, Amanda, pushed forward a cart. On top, there was a brass bowl. Flames flickered up from within the container.

“Bring the symbols,” she said next.

Another one of her close friends, Tara, brought up two documents. She handed them to Allison.

“Ladies, I hold here two documents: his degree from Emerson University and his driver’s license.” She looked down at Brandon and extended those two pieces of paper. Unsure of himself, he took them.

“Stand,” she ordered.

Her boy obeyed.

“Today, you become my property—I am your guardian, and thus you are my responsibility. You surrender to me. You surrender your freedom, your education, your power, your will.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said. Although Brandon didn’t raise his voice, the women throughout the room could hear him quite clearly.

“Throw these symbols into the fire.”

Brandon stared down at the pieces of paper in his hand. This was his actual degree; this was his actual driver’s license. His shoulders tensed for a moment, and he turned back to this woman.

"Surrender to me like an obedient boy," she commanded.

His heart probably fluttered, and he froze there. Dozens of eyes were locked on him. They were watching, waiting and wondering to see what would happen. Several of the women here probably hoped that he would defy his new guardian. Maybe they were thinking that it would be entertaining, or perhaps they were hoping for some kind of public punishment.

Only then, his hand shook, and he threw both pieces of paper into the brass bowl. The flames greedily embraced those sheets of paper. The plastic covering on his license melted, and the fires quickly licked up along the length of his degree. Both legal documents disappeared into black ash.

Yanking on his leash, she kissed him again, passionate and ferocious as she claimed him. Some of the older, more conservative women looked away, but Allison didn't care. This was her moment.

The reception had been a lot of fun. Brandon had timidly asked if he could be allowed to wear some clothing, so she let him have his pants. After that, he seemed to be in a very jovial mood. The young couple, a boy and his guardian, accepted congratulations from their friends and family. During the reception, the boys were allowed to attend, so there were husbands, brothers, boyfriends, and friends. Of course, most of them wore collars for one reason or another.

Strictly speaking, males didn't have to be collared. But of course, that could change at any moment.

Some of the boys wore collars, many of which were quite elaborate and decorated with little gems or stones. Others were more advanced and came equipped with GPS trackers or could even be electrified.

At one point, Allison grabbed Brandon by the hand, and she pulled him close, "Don't worry. I'm not going to put you in a shock collar, so long as you behave yourself."

Someone else overheard and chuckled, "In some cities, shock collars are mandatory."

Allison and the other women chuckled at that. The boys remained studiously quiet, probably because they understood what the consequences might be if they spoke out of turn.

The rest of the reception was a blur. Lots of people offered their congratulations, Brandon and Allison danced, there were toasts, and it was all so amazing. But then, it was time for the day to come to an end. That's when she took him by the hand, she guided him back to the rented limo, and then they were off. She still thought of it as a honeymoon, but she was sure another term would become far more popular.

They stopped at a hotel just an hour away. Once they were inside of the room, she turned, and she looked back at her boy. He had on shoes, his black pants from the ceremony, and a white shirt. He looked lovely, she decided even as her eyes started to shine with that primal hunger once again.

"Are you ready to begin your life of service, boy?"

"We're alone," he replied. "You shouldn't talk to me like that."

"Do you want out of your cage?" As she spoke, she reached down and casually grabbed his groin. As she pinched, she could feel the solid metal of his chastity lock.

He groaned with frustration. Over the last couple of days, he had become especially desperate. That much was obvious, especially when he looked at her. "Because you know, I don't have to release you."

"But, but this is the night of the Surrender Ceremony!" Brandon protested.

"It is," she said, her eyes shining with amused delight. His panic certainly triggered something special deep within her. "Brandon, get on your knees like an obedient boy."

His eyes narrowed, and she chuckled, "Don't worry. I'm probably just going to play with you for a little bit, and then we can get started."

They both remembered what he had said when she first made her demand; at home, which meant in private, they were supposed to be equals. She wasn't supposed to tease him, not like this, and yet she sat on the edge of the hotel bed, she kicked off her sandals, and then she wiggled her toes. The light sparkled along the contours of her painted toenails, each one glistening with this dark shade of red.

Brandon found himself down on his knees, and he lowered his head. "How would you like me to begin, Miss?" He tensed up as that last word automatically slipped from his mouth. Apparently, he hadn't intended to give her that deference, yet it had become automatic, especially after spending so much time as her assistant.

"Start with the right foot," she said. From there, he started to massage her. He had done this for her back at the office many times, but now it felt special and different. For one thing, he wasn't being paid. Second, she loved that little look of reluctance as it played across his features. In his mind, a Surrender Ceremony was supposed to be for the public. Behind closed doors, it was supposed to be a traditional marriage, a husband and wife who respected one another.

But he was a boy. Why would she respect a boy?

Yes, she could love him, and she would want to take care of him. Respect? Doesn’t that imply equality, something the Female Supremacy Party had successfully quashed? At the same time, why would she worry about respecting this boy when she was responsible for training him. Yes, she could admire his finer features. She could note his capacity for opening jars and maybe he could do more push-ups or whatever, but he was still male. That left him exceedingly limited.

The rise of Female Supremacy seemed like the perfect demonstration of male inferiority. If women weren't smarter, then how had they been able to take over so easily? It had only been a couple of years, and now they ruled every aspect of business and politics.

Those thoughts flashed behind her eyes as she relaxed. She let her head droop back as she braced herself on her palms. He continued to massage her right foot until she lifted her other leg and called out, "Left."

Without hesitation or complaint, her boy started to massage her other foot.

"Good. That's right. Keep going. Good. I like it when you touch me just like that," she said, purring out the words like a satisfied feline.

After several minutes, her eyes opened, and she decided she had been massaged long enough. She pushed herself back up onto her feet, and she stood over him. Brandon started to get up as well, but she reached down and placed her hand on the top of his head. At once, he sank back to his knees, exactly where he belonged.

"What are you thinking?" Allison asked in a singsong tone.

"I'm wondering when you're going to unlock me," he told her.

"You might be able to speed that process up if you start begging."

He jerked his head up as he stared at her with these big, disbelieving eyes. She chuckled, and she tilted her head to the side. One bang fell loose, and she tucked it behind her ear as she enjoyed that look of chagrin on his face.

After several seconds, he realized that she wasn't joking. "Please, Miss." This time he used the honorific intentionally because he could sense what she really craved. Like so many other boys, he was getting much more adept at reading the women around him and learning how he was supposed to behave. It was a necessary instinct, especially if he wished to avoid spankings or other, even more public punishments. "Please come over to unlock me? Please, it’s the night of our Surrender Ceremony. Please? Please, I want to be with you. I want to be with you so badly!"

"Let's get started," she said. "First, I want you to go over to the bed and I want you to pull away the sheets and blankets."

His brows creased with confusion, but he got up, and he obeyed. Allison stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest as she simply observed. There was something so special about this, especially because he grabbed those coverings and yanked them off. That's when he saw the shackles waiting for him.

The bed came with these beautiful, mahogany pillars at each corner, and they came equipped with a set of restraints. Chains glistened, and black leather waited to encircle his wrists and ankles. He spun on her, and he started shaking his head. "No. This, this isn’t what I had in mind," he started to say.

Allison stepped forward, touched a finger to his mouth, and that was enough to silence him. "You're my boy. It doesn't matter what you have in mind. This is what I want from you. This is what I expect. So guess what? I'm going to get it."

He opened his mouth to protest, but she grabbed him, tilted his head back, and she kissed him again. Then she shoved down onto the bed and grinned.

By now, he had stripped, so she let her eyes roam along his frame. He scooted back, but then she lurched forward, and she straddled him. She shoved his shoulders down, pouncing like some angry cat. Then she pulled his right arm over to the first restraint.

Theoretically, Brandon could have shouted or yanked with all of his strength. He probably could have slipped his arm free, but something held him in the place. Like the other boys, he was being trained. Every day was an exercise in surrender and subservience. When a woman nudged him, he fell forward or followed her lead. There wasn't any other possibility, not unless he wished to face severe consequences. So now she slipped the padded, leather cuff around his wrist, drew it tight, and then he felt the clasp engage.

Again, he jerked against the shackle, but it didn't do any good.

"Perfect," she said as she reached for his other arm.

Stuttering now, he said, "Please. Please, Allison. Please, you don't need to do this. We talked about this."

"Yes, and what do you think I said?"

"You said we would be equals!"

"No, I didn't. I said I would think about it. And I have, and now I have decided. Remember, sweet boy. I own you. I own this." She placed her hand against his neck before sliding her fingers all the way down to that special spot between his legs. Then she said, "And I own this too. I'm the only one who has the key to your chastity cage, boy. Remember that. I can leave you locked up. Or you can tell me about our relationship."

He processed those words, yet he didn't say anything. Allison and the other women of the world weren’t naïve; they understand that many of these boys only pretended to surrender. In reality, they were still clinging to these old ideas of independence and freedom.

But now, Brandon would have to face the truth. He would have to acknowledge the inevitable.

She didn't stop with his arms. Once both of his limbs were secure, she slid down between his legs, and then she nudged his right ankle toward the corner of the bed. She strapped both of his feet to the bedposts. And from there, she started touching him. At first, she started with these light caresses. They were playful, addictive, and so stimulating. Excitement ran through his body, and he tensed, twitching to the left or right. She continued to play with him, watching as his defenses started to crack and crumble.

"Do you want out of this cage, sweet boy? Should I let you out?"

Occasionally, he tugged or pulled against his bonds. It was obvious that he wanted to break free, yet he couldn't shatter those chains or strain the leather. He was trapped, spread out and powerless. Good, she thought. Every boy needed to experience this kind of helplessness. It was good for him. The sense of subjugation soaked into his mind and his psyche, leaving him vulnerable.

She moved her hands along his body. She stroked his neck, just below the collar. Her fingers brushed along his clavicles, down his biceps, along his rib cage, all the way to his hips.

"I could start touching you right now," she said. "Would you like that?"

"Yes, please," he whimpered.

"Okay," she said. "But first, you have to beg for complete enslavement."

His eyes widened as he stared up at her. Clearly, he didn't know how to do this.

He had to say something. His lips seemed to move, probably automatically. "What, what do you mean?"

She chuckled down at her helpless boy. "Beg for enslavement."

"I, I can't do that. Besides, you promised me!"

"No, no," she said, wagging her fingers. "I made no such promise. Now, say it. Beg." Her eyes shined with lascivious delight as she looked down at him.

Of course, Allison could still recall the ease and confidence with which this man had once carried himself. Back at work, he had sauntered between the cubicles, up and down the elevator, on the stairs, and wherever else he wished to go. As a project manager, he had the respect of pretty much everyone at the company.

It had been easy enough for him. As a man, he had shown up, and he never really had to prove himself, not really. There was always an expectation that he knew what he was doing. Even when he first started, a few of the older employees may have waited for him to mess up, but it wasn't like they started out on the assumption that this kid wouldn't know what he was doing.

The women, on the other hand, always started out at a disadvantage. It was something none of the male managers had ever experienced, so they couldn't envision it. Yes, they had challenging conflicts of personality, but that wasn't quite the same thing. When a woman first showed up, plenty of guys of the company would just assume that she was from HR, or maybe she was a graphic designer. She couldn't possibly be an engineer. She couldn't possibly handle anything related to math or science. And then when they found out the truth about her, there was always this moment of skepticism, this demoralizing examination. Some of them even went so far as to challenge these women, perhaps wondering aloud where they went to school or offering some logic puzzle or equation.

It would be a test.

The men never had to face that kind of scrutiny; only the women did.

It wasn't right. It wasn't fair.

But now, it was history. Leaning her head to the side, she grinned down at him. Then she decided to kiss him because she could.

She played with his neck first, licking and gliding her teeth along his sensitive skin. Then she kissed him at the base of his throat, just below the leather band of his collar. She moved her lips down with one kiss after another along his sternum until she reached the center of his torso. Then she sat up, and she scooted back.

"I don't hear begging," she said.

His breathing quickened, and then she decided to break his concentration. It was so very easy, especially because it had been months since he had been allowed in orgasm. She was sure that all of these fiery desires were awakening within his body. Right now, she brushed her fingers along his shins, past his knees, and all the way to his thighs. She scratched and caressed, gliding her fingertips or her nails along his flesh. At different points, he tensed or twitched, struggling to the left or right.

These restraints were high quality; they held him down and made sure he couldn't maneuver more than two or three inches in any direction. "Poor boy," Allison taunted him. "You look so frustrated. Are you frustrated right now?"

Brandon was about to respond, only her hand fell down between his legs, and now she cupped his balls. Better yet, she used the tip of her pinky to glide her touch and caress him just underneath his scrotum. Shocks of ecstasy surged through him, only those pulses of pleasure weren’t complete. They weren't enough to satisfy him. Rather, they triggered fresh waves of need.

"You must be frustrated," she said as he grunted from one breath to the next. "But hey, at least you know what to do."

Back when they dated, when he could still say no to her, Allison had paid a lot of attention to this boy every time they had sex. Strictly speaking, it wasn't a necessity. Lots of women didn't bother to pay attention to their boys' urges or desires. As far as these females were concerned, the boys needed to be grateful for any orgasm at all.

Allison, on the other hand, had learned about his secret desires and his most sensitive spots. She knew how to kiss him, how to caress his neck, how to stroke his thighs, and how to play with the underside of his balls. She did that now, watching as he bucked from side to side.

This could have been random spasms of aroused energy racing along his skin. Or maybe he intended to escape. If so, he failed each and every time.

Her expression darkened, and she reminded him, "I don't hear you begging."

That's when he pulled his lips back and snarled at her. In that moment, he seemed so feral, like some wild animal. "I am never going to beg! You can never control me!"

She chuckled, pulled her hand back, and then she placed her knuckles on his thighs and she leaned down. In that moment, he could see her necklace as it dangled closer to him. Earlier in that day, she had been wearing some kind of stone, something elaborate and beautiful. At some point over the course of the day, she had replaced one necklace with this one, a simple silver chain with a matching key.

The key to his chastity cage…

Brandon was probably wondering how he hadn't noticed it until that particular moment. Then again, he was boy in modern society, which meant he usually kept his gaze aimed downward. When he looked at her, his glances were always tentative and nervous. Even then, he always saw Allison's eyes. Her expressions had shifted, after all. She always seemed so predatory and dangerous now.

Back before the Female Supremacy Party had taken over, Brandon had never been scared of women, not really. As a little boy, he probably worried about earning their disapproval or getting chastised like any other child. But year-by-year, he had grown up. He had become physically powerful and intimidating. Even if he got scared of the people around him, he always feared men, never women.

Until now.

Even so, he tried to grab at the key. He jerked his right hand up as much is the chains allowed.

He didn't come anywhere near the key even as it dangled above him, just a few inches away.

"Poor boy."

His nostrils flared, and he told her, "I am never, ever going to beg. You can't control me! Look, I meant what I said before, okay? We have to be equals at home. I'm not like those other guys. I won't be enslaved!"

"This isn't a game, and it isn't a choice or a debate," she promised him.

That's when she grabbed his right thigh, and she pulled him onto his side. With his arms and legs trapped at those awkward angles, he couldn't really stop her, but now she grabbed his naked ass, and she pinched. Her fingertips massaged his vulnerable flesh until she pulled her hand back, and she looked back down into his eyes. "Beg," she instructed.

His nostrils flared, his nose morphed into a snarl, and he still refused. At least this time, he didn't speak out of turn, she reflected with a little smile.

Then he clenched his eyes shut, and she spanked him, bringing her hand down hard.

"Was that enough for you?"

"I'm not going to do this," he said. "Even if I went through with the ceremony, I'm not going to be your slave!"

That's when she dropped him back to the bed, and she crawled forward. She leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, "You already are." Then she nibbled on his earlobe. She gently licked and exhaled slowly. He shivered, and his cock tested the unbreakable walls of his chastity cage all over again. That's when he arched his back and thrashed, but she just pulled away, giggling. Then she slipped off of the bed, and she walked over to their suitcase. She opened her bag, and she pulled out a toy.

He heard the smack of the wood as it crashed down against the palm of her hand. He jerked his head up, looked down the length of his body, and he saw her standing there with the paddle in hand.

"No…"

"What's wrong? Are you scared? Are you scared you're going to be paddled?"

"You don't get to do this to me. It's not right!"

"Cute boy," she said. "But unfortunately for you, you don't get a vote," she said as the corners of her mouth rose into this wicked smile. She grabbed him again, rolled him over to the side, and he tried to force himself down onto his back again. As hard as he tried, he couldn't succeed.

That's when he felt the bite of the paddle. She brought it down hard, and it crashed against his naked skin. Hot pain exploded along his nerves before those impulses flashed into the rest of his body. He cried out, shocked by how much something like this could sting. It was just a paddle. It wasn't supposed to drill straight into his core like this.

"That was just one," she said. "What about now? Are you ready to beg now?"

He locked his jaw, remained silent, and panted through his teeth and nostrils as he braced himself.

Allison shrugged. "Silly boy." Then she swung down, hard and fast, striking at the same spot until this crimson patch blossomed along his skin. Actually, she enjoyed the sounds she was making. She settled on a simple rhythm: strike, strike, pause. Strike, strike, pause. It felt so simple. It felt so easy.

Strike, strike, pause.

"No more!" Brandon finally cried out.

She dropped down onto his side, and she straddled his chest. Her calves pushed against his naked flanks, and she lowered herself down. In this position, she felt like a goddess. He was nothing but a supplicant, this helpless boy who would yield to her one way or another.

"There's something I want you to know," she said as she slid one fingertip along the tip of his nose. "I don't really mind it when you try to defy me. You know why?"

After several elongated seconds, he answered with a quick, frightened shake of his head. In that moment, he really did look like prey.

"Every time you try to fight, that's another opportunity for me to win. Each time you resist, you're going to lose. You're going to lose to me, sweet boy. I'm your guardian, and I own you." She uttered those words, leaned down, and she kissed him.

After ten or twenty delicious seconds, he soon started to moan. He couldn't help himself, not when it felt so incredible. But then she pulled back, yanked him onto his side again, and she resumed the paddling.

Strike, strike, pause!

Giggling to herself, she dropped him down, set the paddle aside, and she walked back over to her luggage.

"Last chance. Are you ready to beg? Are you ready to beg and plead?"

"Never," he said, only she could hear the uncertainty in his voice. He was trying so hard, and it was adorable, but he had to understand he wasn't going to win. He could pour all of his efforts into fighting her, and he still didn't stand a chance.

Her expression darkened for a moment, but then she pulled two items from her luggage. She walked over to the bed, pulled herself up, and she sat there.

"Beg for total enslavement."

"Never," he repeated. This time, he smiled up at her. Obviously, he could see that she was getting frustrated.

Yes, they have been together for quite some time, and he had serviced her frequently in her office, but there were some things about this woman that he still didn't understand.

She grabbed him, pulled him over, and she exposed his buttocks. Then she showed him something.

"What, what is that?" Branden asked.

"Lubricant," she said. She pulled the bottle away from his field of vision, and he heard the gelatinous substance squirt out.

"What, what are you doing?" This time, he couldn't bury the nervous energy racing through his voice.

"You’ve never been plugged," she said. "But I know you want to have sex, and maybe get penetrated. Yeah, I think that's an excellent idea!"

That's when she took the butt plug, and she pressed the lubricated tip right up against his opening. His eyes widened, and he tried to thrash, but he still couldn't tear the letter shackles or break the chains trapping him there on the bed. She pushed forward, penetrating him with her toy. It slid along the walls of his opening, stretching his body and forcing him to accept the bulbous tip, the slender length, and then it was in.

He was breathing fast, his face flushed.

Allison allowed her boy to fall onto his back again.

"How does that feel?"

"Cold," he answered truthfully. "Humiliating."

That's when she put one hand on his shoulder, and she leaned forward again. Only a few inches separated their eyes, and he tried to look away, but Brandon failed completely. She held his gaze. He may as well have been a mouse trap by the hypnotic gaze of a cobra.

"Beg for total enslavement."

Even as she spoke, she added additional stimulation. The different sensations battered against his defenses. They must have already been weakened. He was living in a world where women had total power. He couldn't possibly hold out! As her fingers caressed and teased his balls, she waited for him to break. It wouldn't be long now. That much was obvious…

Remarkably, he managed to hold out for one, two, three additional seconds before he arched his back, looked up past her and toward the headboard. That's when he called out, "Please. Please, enslave me. Please, own me!"

"And for that, you get a reward. You get to service me, sweet slave."

She thought he was about to protest, to insist that she shouldn't be able to call him that, but she straddled his face, leaned down, and she pressed her pussy to his mouth, rendering him speechless.

"Lick."

With a single command, she forced him to obey. Maybe it was all of the conditioning he had received at work. Maybe it was some deep-seated knowledge and understanding that he was a boy and boys were inferior. Either way, his tongue shot out, and started to lick her pussy, just as she demanded.

Waves of pleasure began to course through her body. Even so, she kept her back straight and her spine stiff as she enjoyed the sensations. She took her time, settling in. At the same time, she held onto the headboard. She kept her muscles relaxed, and she simply savored this power she had over him.

He had uttered those words. He had begged for enslavement. Now, she could give it to him.

Pretty soon, an orgasm swept through her body. It rippled along her flesh, and she lifted her head. She quivered, panting out without raising her voice.

Then she pulled away, and she looked down at him. "Very good. Very, very good."

That's when she cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, tilted his head to the side, and leaned down. She sucked and nibbled on his neck, grazing his skin with her teeth before her tongue flicked out and offered him fresh waves of pleasure.

"Say it again. Beg for it. Beg for it hard."

In that moment, he retreated back. "Please. Please, enslave me."

"Pathetic," she answered. "Sweet slave, you're going to have to do much, much better than that!"

That's when she slipped the necklace off, and now she held it right there above the tip of his nose. She let it sway from side to side, and he must have been able to feel the current of air brush along the curves of his face.

"I already had my orgasm. As far as I'm concerned, I could go to sleep right now. Is that what you want?"

"No!"

"Then what do you want?"

His breathing quickened, especially because they both knew the obvious answer: he wanted release. He needed that orgasm so badly, and the idea of waiting for another hour, let alone another day, week, or month must have strained the bonds of his sanity. This might be his one chance. Who knew when she would decide to give him another opportunity?

"Please, Miss. Please, enslave me. Please, turn me into your boy. Train me. Break me. Domesticate me. Make me into the ideal servant. I swear, I will do everything I can. Please, Miss!" His voice strained as he called out those words, one after another, and that's when she finally decided to release him, at least from the chastity cage…

She took that key, inserted it into the lock, and then she removed the different pieces, one by one. After that, she looked down at his erection, and she marveled at how he stiffened almost instantly. She stroked him and teased him, rubbing him.

He groaned with pleasure; her boy became incapable of any coherent thought.

And then she positioned herself right above him. She could lower herself down, claim him, surround him and envelope him. She could enslave him in that exact moment, but her eyes shined, and she asked, "Why am I the owner?"

In a small voice, he told her sincerely, "You're better than me."

"How am I better than you? Why am I better than you?" Those sensual, slowly spoken words seemed to swim through the air.

"You're a woman. I'm a man. I'm a boy. Women are superior to boys. You’re stronger and smarter. Or more patient. You're better at critical thinking, emotional intelligence, everything!"

He cried out those words, and she lowered herself down, squeezing him just as he had hoped. She was so wet and slick. It was easy for her to take him in one movement. Then she pulled herself up, lowered herself down, and she reveled in the friction of their bodies. This was incredible, the kind of connection she could understand intellectually but never recall with perfect clarity, especially because he had been tamed.

When she looked down into his eyes, she could see it.

All across the world, the boys were learning just like Brandon. They were starting to recognize and understand their status. They were beginning to learn that this wasn't some kind of game. It wasn't a temporary situation. Humanity had evolved, women had taken over, and now the boys would be kept like beloved pets, useful livestock, servants, slaves, toys and playthings. This was the new, permanent hierarchy!

As she rode him, she moved up and down. Her hair splashed and bounced against her shoulders, and soon she was panting. Her heart was pounding. Despite that burning temptation, Allison defied her natural instincts for a few more seconds, a few more minutes. She held out for as long as she could.

"Please,. Please, may I come? Please, I can't take this!"

That's when she dropped herself forward, leaned down, and she kissed him.

She braced her hands against his wrists, and her nails dug down into his skin before she finally broke away, raised her head, and she called out, "now!"

Her boy, her slave, gasped as he lost himself to the waves of pleasure. He embraced this tsunami as they both climaxed together. She cried out now, shouting just one word, "Mine!"

And when he was spent, and when she was satisfied, she pulled away, and she looked down into his eyes. "Say it again.

"Yes, Miss," he replied. "I'm your slave. I'm always going to be your slave."

She stroked his cheek, lowered herself down, and she rested her head against his shoulder. Pretty soon, she closed her eyes, and she relaxed into her new relationship, confident that Brandon had learned his lesson. And even if he hadn't, she could always work on taming him over and over again until he finally accepted his place. After all, the Surrender Ceremony was just the beginning. A relationship with a boy could be a lot of hard work, but she was looking forward to it!

The End
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